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My companion had thoughtfully acquired some sun-
shades, big, green-lined gamps, which were beyond the
price of rabies in the morning glare. The only live
creatures I saw were some very tame pigeons and par-
tridges. Hills and narrow valleys twined round the
path. I passed numerous camel skeletons, and one or
two places where Mahomed Salie said there had been
gruesome murders by Bedouins.

By and by the air tasted different. It was salty,
much more salty than I had ever felt it before. More
hills sloped above us and suddenly I looked on the
sea,

It was splendidly blue, and the roaring of the waves
did my ears good. Behind some hillocks were the white
houses of Jeddah, while in the roadstead lay the coral-
grown man-of-war. The road dropped down towards
a gateway, the same one through which I left the
town half a year before. I had been riding for thirty-
six hours and felt very, very tired when we were
among the shops again. The Matof suggested: "You
should make Zeara to Eve's Grave. It lies near this
town/1

"First I must sleep/' I pleaded, "To-morrow we
will think of that/'

Weariness prevented me even from calling on Dr,
Abdur Rahman. I let Mahomed Salie bring me to
the Shereefah's hostel, where I dropped on a pallet and,
despite mosquitoes and everything else, slept well into
the next day. Having taken a refreshing bath, I agreed
to the Matof s proposal* We rode inland for about five